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\'J§**A1*| P°°te foule, I enuy not thy glory. 

To feed my humour wifh thy felfenoharme" 

J>*r .<?/«. NojWhen he that is my husband now. 

Came to me, I followed Henries Courfe, 

When the blood was fcarce waflit from his hands 
Which ill lied from my other angell husband, * 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed 
0,when I foy,I lookt on Richards face, * 

This. was my wilh, be thou quoth I accurft. 

For making. me fo young, fo old a widdow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed 
And be thy wife if any be fo bad ' 

As miferable by the death of thee. 

As thou haft made me by my-dearerLords death ' 

Lo euen f can repeate this curfe againe, 3 

Euen in fofnorc a fpacc, my womans heart 
Crofiy grew capciue to his honey words. 

And prou’d the fubie&of mine owne foules cdfE 
Which eucr fince hath kept mine- eyes from flecwT 
For neueryet one hoore in his bed, • : 5 

Hauelinioyed the golden dewoffleepe. 

But haue beene waked by his timerous dreamer 
Befides he hates me for ray father Warvvicke 
And vVill fhordy be rid of me. * 

Akspooi* foulc.I pity thy complaints. 
Bn&UNomm tfcmftom my ibule I moomeforroro 
cS^-Farevvell.thou woefull welcomer of glory 

n H r G n \ due tftoutakeft thy ieaue of it, 

Ca!hZfr° §°° d guide thee 

Go thou to Richarat nd good Angels guard thee, 

Co thou to fanftuary, good thoughts pofleffe thee, 

I to my graue, where peace and reft lye with me 

Eyghtyold ycarcs of i brrow haue I feene 

And each houtes ioy vvrackt with a weeke of teene- ' 

The tramps found' Tfrttr Rickard Crmwd, Bucking 

h(tm,Catesb)f } yeah otbcr-Nobles. 

.mg. Stand all apart, Goufin of Buck<ueham, 

Giue me thy hand. * Here he ajeendkii Throne. 






I h d thy S S n ^ is Kin§ Richard , {me ? 2 ? 

Put d (haU we weare thefe honours tor a day ? 

they laftand we reioyce m them ? 
°B«c.StiUUuethey,andforeuer may they laft* 
js: q Buckingham now ldpeplay thetouc , 
TouWfthoube currant Gold indeed : 

Vo J Edward lmesuhinke- now what 1 would fay, 

Buc. Say on my gracious S.oueraigne- . 

£;.W hy Bulkingham, I fay I would be Ting. 

Buc. Whyfo vou are my thrice renowned Liege, 

Xing. Ha : am I King ? us fo, but Edward hues. 

True noble Prince.. 

King. O bitter confequeace. 

That Edward ftill fhould hue true noble Prince, • 

Coufm thou wert npt wont to be fo dull. 

Shall I be plaine I wifh the baftards dead. 

And I would haueftt fuddainly performa. 

What faieft thou t fpeake fuddenly , be bricrej 

Aw.Your grace may doe your pleafure. 

King. Tut,tut,thou art all yee, thy kindtieffe freCie Jt« 
Say, haue I thy confent that they fhall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath my Lord, - 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your grace imediatly. . , 

Cat. The King is angry- fee- he bites his Up. 

King . I will conuerfe with iron witty fooles. 

And vnrefpeffiue B oy es , none are for me 
That looke into me with con (iderate eyes : . - 

"Boy. High reaching 'Buckingham grpvves circumlpevA* 

Boy . Lord- , . . . , 

King. Kno w ft thou-not any whom corrupting Gold - 

Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord , I know a difeontented Gentleman, 

Whole humble meanes matcht not hishaughty mwy > 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to angf thing* . 

King. What is his name ? 


Boy. 


His name my Lord , is -Terrel* 



